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The above dedication accept, dear Stone, 
As a trifling tribute to thy virtues paid 
By a friend sincere, though nameless, unknown. 

With thy modesty may my peace be made 
At suit of thy kind heart, which not alone 
Shall plead, for thy charity to its aid 
Shall come, true charity of sentimisnt and deed, 
Which prompts kind'thoughts, and l^ands outstretched 
to those in need. / 

But that which most endears thee to the good 

Is thy religion — gentle, pure, sincere ; 
Which scorns mere form, with all its vampire brood 

Of vile hypocrisies. We do not fear 
Greeds should be watered now with martyr-blood • 
But could such dreadful hour be ever here, 
Thou, the champion of evangelic truth, wouldst bear. 
Unmoved, the worst that fiendish, ruthless foes coul 
dare. 



IV DEDICATION. 

Forgive me if, in a strain all too light, 

Subject so high and grave I seem to treat — 
Question of religious doctrine, wrong or right — 

Remember what says the moralist sweet, 
Of " blandi doctores," who hold in sight 
The much-longed for cake, nor their pupils beat, 
But hard lessons with jokes and smiles contrive to 

teach, 
While those faU who in orthodox style thrash and preach. 



INTRODUCTORY. 



Without introduction no Look is complete, 

And preface too, Of course I don't allude 
To novels, and such light works, reading meet 

For minds as light ; but to a serious, good, 
Respectable book, that would form a treat 
To sober-minded folks, who love to brood 
O'er a learned author, whose meaning lies so deep, 
That, ere you find it out, you 're apt to go to sleep. 

Well then, an introduction I will write, 

And preface also, both into one 
Condensed. Now first I pray you don't take fright, 

And my poor book at once condemn and shuu 
For its name's sake, but rather my invite 
Accept to read ; I promise e'en in fun 
I will not give to any thought the slightest sound, 
Could possibly your very tenderest feelings wound. 

Of another point I had best take note ; 

Some knowing critic with sneer perhaps will cry.. 
"Ah I by a Rhymer, who round his lank throat 

Wears d la Byron his collar and tie." 
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Good sir, you 're wrong. Some things that Byron 
wrote 
I took as model I will not deny, 
Just as ho took Berni, Pulci, and Whistleoraft ; 
But there ends all likeness : I'm not what Scotch call daft, 

And so donH hope th' original to excel, 

Nor yet to most men's minds thoughts to recal 
Of the great master, but some can't tell 

Chalk from cheese, and into strange blunders fall, 
And these rugged lines are meant to repel 
Th' insinuations of such critics small — 
A kind of gentry ever ready a hole to pick ; 
Turn on them, bid them mend the hole, and there 
they '11 stick. 

This too, believe : I sneer at no man's creed ; 

But when those who are set to guide, and teach 
Doctrines which from errors our fathers freed 

At peril of their lives, when those men preach 
Those very errors, and the people lead 

Astray, when they put forth their hands to reach 
Strange garments, and straightway as mummers quaint 

appear, . 
Spectators then may surely hiss, or clap, or cheer. 

And the merits of the actors, too, discuss : ] 
Tell of the man in green, how well'he bowed ; 
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And of another, how with wondrous fuss* 

He twirled about ; how quaint a third one mowed ; 
If featly or like a clown one did buss 

Maid Marion, who among the mumming crowd 
Yon 're sure to find. Thus on the players the talk will 

run, 
And, certes, I nothing more than this have done. 

Now prithee, gentle reader, bear in mind 

That mild-eyed Mercy is a kingly grace. 
To my many faults be a little blind, 

And, if aught of goodness thou canst trace. 
To it be, not a little, but very kind. 
Though I cannot see the smile upon thy face. 
Nor hear your cheering voice, my publisher will be 
The medium through which thy spirit will speak to me. 

A few words of praise, a bright smile or two, 

Will be like spring's genial rain and sunshine 
On the little plant, that just straggling through 
The still cold earth, feels the influence benign, 
Springs upward and unfolds its flower to view, 
Which to wither storm and frost did once combine. 
And now with this simile, so flattering to all, 
I make my bow, and in next stanza open the ball. 
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I. 

Anbelm had madly loved at least a score, 

And while he loved the flame burned fierce and 
high, 
Till a newer idol he bowed before, 

And worshipped a neater foot, or brighter eye, 
Or some other point that his taste pleased more ; 
And thus for each in torn he ceased to sigh, 
And without effort each as readily forgot 
As the late new, but now old-fashioned hat or coat. 

II. 
He had loved 1 'Twas a libel to say so. 

The burning of light stubble was his flame ; 
But true love 's a house on flre, that Plato, 

Or any other stoic, whatever his name. 
With all the water pipes he could lay to 

Would fail to quench ; for, long as lasts the frame, 
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Will smoulder on, thoagh drenched, some ember of that 

fire 
Which only when touched by death's cold hand will expire. 

m. 
Can such a trifler love ? By the sequel 

Thyself shalt judge, for I don't pretend, mind, 
" To point a moral," but only to tell 

Simple facts, and then, just as you 're inclined, 
You can conclusions draw from what befel ; 
I only vouch that my statements you '11 find 
Quite true. This I maintain ; and with my pen ready 

stand' 
To do battle with any questioner in the land. 

IV. 

Now having thrown a foolscap gauntlet down, 

Steadily with my tale I will proceed, 
Where neither epic nor comic is shown. 

But something 'twixt the two. All life, indeed. 
Wavers between the two ; whether for a crown. 
Or daily bread the struggle, so I read 
At least what in all history is grandly told. 
And what in the world around us we each day behold. 

V. 

No muse do I invoke, for I detest 

Such a heathen practice ; but the good will 
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Of blessed saints, a score, at the very least, 

I 'ye secured, and as many more may still, 
Through the kind office of our parish priest, 
Father — ^hang the word ! when I name him 't will 
Slip oiit if I'm off my guard but ne'er so little, — 
I mean the worthy and Eeverend Hybrid Twittle. 

VI. 

^^ Qo forth, little booke," backed by saintly might. 
But though success be sure, thou canst not dare 
To hope such a sensation thou 'It excite 

In the world (that's the beau monde), as the fair 
Lorenza at her debUt, in the power dight 
Of youthful beauty, fresh as morning air, 
And lovely as the early mom of summer day, 
When Aurora's first blush has chased the grey dawn 
away. 

vn. 
But '^ a southerly wind and a cloudy sky 

Proclaimed a hunting morning," when this thing 
Of beauty was by Anselm first'viewed close by 

The gorse cover-side, intently listening 
To a hound's first doubtful whimpering cry, 
While with graceful ease she curbed her pawing 
Steed, a creature of matchless form and fiery 

pride; 
Yet 80 tempered with her will he readily complied. 
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Tin. 
Lorenza no crinoline to conceal 

Her fig^ore needed (for 't is worn to hide 
Some fault in shape ; or else, becanse they feel 
That they are weak, and so, to save their pride 
Aronnd them bnild a barricade of steel. 
Within which Virtue, safe, though surely tried, 
May grimly smile, certain that howe'er fierce th' attack, 
Provoked, from the stout rampart 't will fall tottering 
back). 

IX. 

That form not hidden by the riding dress. 
That face beneath the wide-brimmed hat and 
feather, 
Just seen to gaze at the whole ^' field " press. 

Heedless of the '* gathering cry," and whether 
The much-tried master roundly curse or bless. 
And both, in truth, he strangely mixed together ; 
For twice they headed the fox as they hurried past, 
And he had begun to despair, when '^ Hark I " at last. 

x. 

*' Tally hoi Hark forward I Hark!" «*Hold hard, 
hold 

Gentlemen, let them settle to the scent, 
Then catch them-— if you can.'' Scarce are controlled 

The steeds, for they on the sport are intent. 
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There's champiDg, land prancing, and some are told, 
** Keep clear, she kicks! " while the welkin is rent 
By the hounds' vengeful cry, as onwards they race, 
In close .pack, heads up and stems down, at headlong 
pace. 

XI. 

Forward! catch them now who can! Who doth lead? 

Lorenza ; and her father next follows, 
A somewhat portly man on a dark bay steed, 

And though a heavy weight gallantly he goes ; 
After him Anselm, improving his speed. 

At each stride getting to the leader more close : 
Onward, onward she goes; nothing her course can 

stop; 
Light and airy as a bird, she flies o'er each hedge top. 

XII. 

The rest are distanced, the pace for them 's stoo good ; 

Onward, onward dashes the now mute pack. 
All fiercely thirsting for poor Eeynard's life-blood. 
Forward I forward! no check, not once ''hark 
back!" 
For straight on he holds for a friendly wood, 
Where oft he has waited till night to Attack 
A well-stocked hen-»roost or warren. But the scent 'g 

breast high,— 
To gain the cover fasteri &ster yet he must fly. 
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xni. 
He gains it, but no refuge here doth find ; 

'Cross country he must fly ; his only chance 
By cunning to elude the foes behind. 

He steals many an anxious backward glance ; 
In vain he trusts to double and to wind, 

They view him, and, yelling, furious advance 
With increased speed; now (me desperate rush, and 'tis 

done. 
Alas I poor gallant Beynard, thy last chase is run. 

xrv. 
And who is present thy brave death to see ? 
Lorenza and Anselm alone lived through 
The accidents of that short sharp run ; and he 

Saves the brush from the growling, snarling crew, 
And to the young English Dian courteously 
Presents it, as a trophy to her due ; 
But that her hand to the rank prize may not come near, 
Carefdlly fastens it behind her foaming steed's ear. 

XV. 

Then he stands looking up into her eyes. 
While bashfully she thanks him. On her cheek 

The bloom of youth, heightened by exercise, 
Makes radiant all her face, like a red streak 

Of light glancing o'er a bed of lilies. 
But why of aoy other beauty speak, 
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Save her ejes? He gazes on lAem, so dark, and bright, 
So clear, and deep, mysterions as sky of midnight. 

XVI. 

And would have gazed, and that 't was rude forgot. 

And what she'd have done I'm sure I don't know ; 
For the huntsman just then came to the spot, 

And with load who-whoop broke the spell, and so 
Startling Anselm from his dream, saved him from 
what 
Deep reverie often leads a man into— 
An awkward position, making him look a fool. 
An accident that disconcerts even the most cool. 

xvn. 
Now the whole field comes straggling up at last, 
'Mong'st them Lorenza's father, Lord JoUivale : 
Of course he soon learns from her all that 's past. 

How Anselm presented the fore's tail. 
And how to her bridle he made it fast. 

Pleased with his daughter's triumph, he doesn't fail 
To thank the courteous youth, and hopes that he wil 

call. 
When he's in the neighbourhood of Jollivale Hall. 

XVIII. 

We ^ leave the field, perhaps already there 
We 've loitered long ; still ere we go we '11 give 
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Three cheers for the good old sport, which nowhere 

Except in merry old England doth thrive. 
Fox-hnnting for ever I Again ! One cheer 
More ; and long may each true fox-hunter live 
His sport to enjoy. Long may England's hills an^ 

vales resound 
With cheerful note of horn, and cry of gallant hound« 

xrx« 

Hold yet : not only will we cheer the chase, — 

All our manly sports, long may they flourish ! 
Old England owes her glory to a race 

Whose brave spirits these sports tend to nourish. 
In our sportsmen our heroes you may trace : 
Then may they perish, that canting, currish, 
Long-faced, sneaking crew, sprung from no true English 

breed, 
Whoouryouths' minds from our goodoldsportswouldlead. 

XX. 

As we 're in cheering mgod, one cheet I'll ask 

For our English homes. Home! no words pourtray 
Thy peace and comfort. There the virtues bask 

In the warmth of a sea-coal fire, display 
Their sweetest graces, and pleased with the task 
Soften rugged natures, gently win their way 
Into the sternly guarded heart, pour healing balm 
Into rankling wounds, and the stormy spirit calm. 
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Lord JoUivale loved his good cheer and wuie 

To share with a joYial companion, for 
He was a social fellow, and to dine 

Alone was an intolerable bore. 
Anselm had tact, and though he did'nt incline 
Much to the pleasures of the table, nor 
Had what 's called a strong head, yet he played so well 

his part, 
That he completely won his jolly host's warm heart. 



XXII. 

A few games of chess, a duet or two, — 

And Anselm for music had voice and soul ; — 
A polka, and a waltz, just danced a new 

And much-praised one to test, a quiet stroll 
Taken now and then to get a wintry view 
Of the hall and park from a secluded knoll ; 
And Lorenza began to wish Anselm her brother. 

Or queer thoughts and feelings would intrude and 

bother. 



XXIII. 

But what most conduced to make them good friends. 
Were disputes on confession or a saint. 

Now a religious argument oft ends, 
As all know, in a quarrel, but 'tis quaint 
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How a quarrel between man and woman tends 

To close friendship, specially if she faint. 

'Tis queer, and I don't understand it ; but the way 

Of a woman with man none can explain, they say. 



XXIV. 

In sport one day Anselm made a pencil sketch. 

Himself a confessor, whose stern looks fell 
On Lorenza, the poor penitent wretch, 

Kneeling at his feet her tale of sin to tell ; 
Beyond the hanging ringlets you might catch 
A glance of the down-turned face : and so well 
*Twas done, you would love the sin that could 

produce 
Such lovely shame and grief, and the sinner excuse. 



XXV. 

*■ Oh, no ! you could not look so stem," she said, 
With such an earnest, pleading look, as though 
That the scene might prove real she felt some dread. 

We 're bound by iron chains to care and woe ; 
Pleasure we retain by a silken thread. 

Which trifles sever. What could he say or do? 
That which till now he shrunk from : and which, how- 
ever we joke. 
The man who truly loves fears until the ice is broke. 
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XXVI. 

Then he plmnpB into the water, and there 

Some leave him to flounder as best he may, 
Whether he drowns or not they do not care ; 

Some help him out, and send him on his way, 

Gold and shivering, with only speeches fair 

To warm his chilled blood into cheerful play ; 

But sometime a good,- kind soul he '11 find, who '11 take 

The poor wretch to her warm heart, for love or pity's 

sake. 

xxvn. 
Anselm was eloquent, for as the heart. 

Fired by strong love (or passion, if you will). 
Felt, he spoke. True eloquence by no art 

Is taught ; art only can with fine words fill 
The mouth, and all men see you act a part, 
Which you can't conceal with your utmost skill. 
We touch the hearts of others when the mouth 

reveals. 
Though in simple language, what the heart truly feels. 

XXVIII. 

He told his love, and for a moment held 

To his breast the blushing, trembling maid, and 
kissed 

Her rosy lips. Oh, dream I To be dispelled 
As by the cannon's lurid flash is the mist, . 
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Just tinged by morning light. The scene's unveiled, 
And lies before us lovely, but divest 
Of charms our fancies clothed it with, and we believed 
Were there, and we 're disappointed and undeceived. 

XXIX. 

Sudden from his embrace she sprung, and wept, 

And sobbed as though her very heart would break ; 
*Now each soothing caress she would accept, 

Then as her anguish did more wildly wake, 
Anselm confounded was at distance kept ; 

At length mingled with sobs hurried words she 
spake : 
" No, no ! I must not love you ; — I must not hear 

again 
Such words ; — ^what should cause joy can only now give 
pain." 

XXX. 

Then more calmly, '^ I am affianced. Mine 

And my father's honour both are pledged— why— 
I dare not fc^feit mine, e'en did I incline 

To do so. My father's — *t were vain to try — 
No, he would not have it less brightly shine." 
The storm's fury was past, and in her eye 
The tear-drop sparkled in the light of a sunny smile. 
As she glanced at the sketch, the cause of all this 
coil, 
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XXXI. 

She added archly, " But still you may be 

The Confessor and I the Penitent : " 
Then, hanging her head as if abashed, she 

Muttered set phrases, which were not meant, 
About "much-esteemed friend,'' and fiddle-de-dee. 
They all say so, and if you were content 
To be this mild friend, the poor dullard they would 

despise. 
Unless — ^but with this theme my Pegasus will not rise. 

xxxn. 
For he is indeed a proper horse, and trained 

In an intensely proper school, and would 
Not draw aside the veil by which the stained 
Or blemished spot is hidden, lest he should 
Give offence, and some good people be pained 
By discovering that all are not as good 
As they appear. Oh, no ; he would let all suppose 
All things are as they wish — he loves couleur de rose. 

xxxm. 
This canter hq has taken, just to show 

How all men may be happy, if they won't 
Trouble their heads with what they do not know, 

And about high mysteries, which they don't 
Quite understand, but just let matters go 

Smoothly on, and they never take affront 
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At anything ; but live quietly, and submit / * 

To those who are their guides, and in high places sit 

xxxiy. 

And did Anselm bow meekly to his fate ? 

On the venture he had risked all, and lost ; 
His chagrin he could not hide, and he sate 

Mute and confounded, though a most 
Cool, off-handed fellow, one who could prate • 
Glibly at all times, and who used to boast 
He ne'er was taken aback : at length he managed to say, 
He 'd think on what she said, bade adieu, and went away. 

XXXV. 

Pass we the moping days and restless nights 

By both endured ; the enquiries of kind friends, 
Who wonder what it is so sudden blights 

Both health and happiness; the joke that tends 
So near the mark that it a blush excites 
In the pallid cheek, while the joker ends 
By quoting some wise saw, full of downright icy truth, 
Intended to console and cheer love-lorn maid or youth. 

XXXVI. 

Pass we all this, and of Anselm awhile 

We will discourse. At college he had been, 

And, though not noted for much studious toil. 
All the terms he had kept, and managed e'en 
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M.A. to gain, when others who did moil 
And drudge were plucked ; for, as I hope you've 
seen. 
He had quick natural parts, and when he was inclined, 
Could soon that master for which others had to ^' grind." 

XXXVII. 

Thus he was eligible for the church, 

If he e'er should take a religious turn, 
Which now had happened. So down from its perch 

Many an old book was taken to re-learn 
The much-neglected classics, or to search 
For wisdom in old fathers, whom to spurn 
Some affect, and, because they don t understand, abuse 

*em, 
As most men do most things, when they can't enjoy or 
use 'em. 



xxxvni. 
To all his gay Mends he was '' not at home," 

But frequently sweet counsel he did take 
With gentlemen for long faces chiefly known, 

Vests, and long coats of a peculiar make, 
A slow, measured step, and a certain tone 
Of voice; and at all times, whether they spake. 
Or were lost in thought, o'er their thin, pale features 

the while 
There glimmered the sombre light of a sickly smile. 
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XXXIX. 

Besuirectionists, who held the strange fiedth 

That, unless a legal register were kept 
It was impos^ble aught could suffer death, 

So that though crumbled into dust, and swept 
Into a corner, above or beneath. 

With other rubbish, that had only slept 
Which was not registered. And where'er such were 

found, 
To drag it forth at once they deemed that they were 
bound. 

XL, 

And thus they set up in the broad daylight 

Many a grim skeleton, and forgot 
That even if once it had pleased the sight 

Its beauty now was gone, being left to rot 
So long, and now it only could affright, 

Or disgust those who a morbid taste had not ; 
While all blessed with sound heart and brains, and 

common sense. 
Would not tolerate such a very gross offence. 

XLI. 

What of Lorenza? Hark! that merry peal. 
Merry as a marriage bell ; and see, decked 

All in their Sunday best from head to heel. 
The villagers in gossiping groups collect, 
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Or in at the door a peep the cnrioas steal, 
Or loiter, by pompous beadle unchecked, 
Around the old church, and eyen its dark grey walls. 
Look cheery where the light of the summer euii falls. 



xLn. 
'' She 's coming I " and all to the pathway rush^ 

And on either side in a close rank stand. 
While they jest, and laugh, and jostle, and push ; 

Now appears dressed in white a chosen band 
Of pretty Tillage maids, who smile, and blush 
Bed as the roses which, with liberal hand^ 
They scatter with various flowers before the bride. 
Who with veiled head follows slow at her father's 
side. 



XLUI. 

What though pale and trembling, scarce to rehearse 

Her part she 's able, and faintly to repeat 
The formal words, ." for better or for worse," 

That seal her fate, still all 's proper and meet ; 
'T is only maiden bashfulness, of course. 
Well, 't is finished, all legal and complete ; 
And Lorenza the Lady NoodleviUe is made, 
And all go back, and feast, well pleased with the parts 
they 've played. 
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XLTV. 

Except — ^bnt it matters not : why with sad 

And vain repinings mar good mirth ? She chose, 
And ihnst endure her fate. 'T will only add 

Sorrows to grief if she repentance shows. 
Oh no ! in silence grieve, and then, half mad, 
Dash into pleasure's stream, as on it flows, 
Bubbling, sparkling to excitement's stormy ocean, 
And then drown every thought in the wild commotion. 

XLV. 

Lady Noodleville hates what Lorenza loved — 

A quiet country life — and now will find 
A hundred excuses, as all have proved 

A woman can for what she is inclined 
Q;*Oy — when her easy-minded lord has moved 
Ofif to the country-house to stay behind; 
Or if she goes, because to please him she sometimes 

thought 
Was right, very soon a shocking bad cold she has caught. 

XLVI. 

Or feels all over out of sorts, and ill. 
And back to town must hurry, fbr the sake 

Of certain fashionable medical skill. 

The doctor looks grave, and says, if she take 

The whole contents of a druggist's shop, 't will 
Do her no good, but rather thinks 't would make 
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Her worse ; " throw physic to the dogs ; " she -wants, 

in short 
Change of clime, and to the Continent must resort. 

XLVII. 

And there she stays till the season lures her, 

Like a cuckoo, back to her English haunts. 
Where her position in the world ensures her 

A round of balls, and routs, and picnic jaunts. 
Which 'gainst dulness and ennui secures her, — 
Ah I not always ; for sometimes rude thought 
taunts 
Her with what might have been ; and then, in solitude, 
Sick at heart, over the past she will sit and brood. 

XLVIII. 

She 's changed ; at chapel now she 's daily seen, 

And the air of a religieuse assumes. 
Severely melancholy and serene. 

Ever in a kind of mitigated glooms ; 
Consolation she often seeks, I ween 

('Tis scarce confession yet), from one who plumes 
Himself on being a minister discreet and wise. 
Even the Reverend Augustine Turtle-Eyes. 

XLIX. 

The matin bell has summoned to early prayer 
A few devout old women. What with tea, 
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Flannel, and shillings, in power can compare 

To rouse devotion ? As the mango tree 
Springs from the seed the juggler planted there. 
And all in a few minutes, as you see, 
Grows, blossoms, and bears fruit, so the holy change. 
In these old women, is wondrous quick and strange. 



L. 

But one is there by no sordid motive led, — 

Young, beautiful, melancholy, and pale ; — 
All in sober grey her slight form is clad ; 

She kneels in the open seat, her dark, thick veil 
Is dropped, and hides her face, bowed is her head, 
But whether she prays I'm sure I can't tell ; 
I only know you may hear a gentle, sighing sound, 
And she seems heedless of all that passes around. 



u. 
She notes not what attracts a general stare, 

The entrance of the new curate, a fine, tall. 
Handsome fellow, with a melancholy air, 

Just the kind of look which is sure to call 
Forth the sympaties of the gentle fair, 
In whose kind hearts pity ready lies for all 
Who may seek it ; and what pity is akin to 
We know ; pity 'tis it sometimes leads to sin too. 
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hn. 
Scarce a sentence be has read, when there 's heard 
A. slight scream, which on the veiled lady draws 
The gaze of all. Calm she stands, and if stirred 
By anght, no outward sign now shows the cause. 
The curate, Anselm, stops in middle of a word, 
And turns to look ; there is a solemn pause : 
Brightly beams his eye, and passes quickly o'er his 

face 
A slight flush ; — in that form Lorenza he can trace. 

Mil. 

No other sign of recognition now 

Between them passes, and once more with due 
Solemnity service is resumed. How 

Each wondering gossip tries to gain one clue 
To the dark mystery that all allow 

Exists ; how some guesses are nearly true 
Were long to tell : suffice to say in vain they watch, 
Both are gone ; and no passing signal can they catch. 

LTV. 

Why should I tell what you Ve already guessed ? 

How Anselm soon visits, as an old friend, 
Lorenza, whose delight warmly is expressed ; 

How she and her lord to show kindness contend ; 
(For his lordship with a pious wife being blessed 

Of course was taught with due reverence to bend 
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Before all priests, and deem them pure in thought and 

act) 
And how the Confessor and Penitent is now a fact. 

LV. 

Ye who duly pay each weekly bill 

May some slight idea have of what they feel, 
Who the score of sins — some I know would fill 

A goodly volume if they all reveal ; — 
Clear quite off by a kind of extra drill 
At stated times. Oh ! such holy joys steal 
O'er the soul when 't is unburdened, whitewashed, and 

pure; 
'T is so pleasant when that you 're forgiven you feel sure. 

LVI. 

And thus Lorenza is herself again. 

The gayest of the gay ; for daily she goes 
To Anselm to confess, and she would fain 
Oftener still all her secret sins disclose. 
And so cleanse her soul from the slightest stain. 
*T is said, the only anxious thought she knows 
Is lest Anselm, who has quite the fashion grown. 
Should in his zeal o'er-exert himself, for 'tis well known 

LVII. 

He shrives more fair sinners than any priest 
In London ; and what makes the matter worse. 
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The numbers seem steadily to have increased ; 
So she has cause to fear his zealous course 
Of conduct, unless from it a while released, 
Will affect his health ; so she will enforce 
A little rest, and has planned that, for his health's sake, 
As chaplain her lord shall him to the country take. 

Lvni. 
There you now may find them, and there we '11 leave 

His lordship a country life to enjoy ; 
And her ladyship— the lightest sins grieve 

Her soul, and would all happiness destroy, 
If absolution she could n't at once receive. 
In this holy rite she and Anselm employ 
Much ot their time; and his health continues to improve, 
For to confess his penitent is a work of love. 

LIX. 

Thus far has fluttered on with faltering wing 

My gossiping, perhaps too careless muse ; 
But, reader, deem her not so light a thing, 

That amusement 's the only aim she views. 
True 'tis but light artillery she can bring, 

But that with right good will she '11 staunchly use 
'Gainst those armed with unscriptural, immoral Popish 

tricks. 
Who, like Satan, twist scripture to prove their cursed 
politics. 



32 ANSELIf; OB, THE CONFESSOR AND PENITENT. 

LX. 

Orthodox war to those of mood severe 

She leaves — the grave rebuke and snblime rage — 
She but a light infantry volunteer, 

Only guerilla war is trained to wage. 
" War I war to the knife I" her inotto and cheer, 
As she springs with a laugh her foes to engage ; 
And nor takes nor gives quarter when they would 

enthrall 
Body and soul, and would reign sole despot o'er all. 

LXI. 

Far be it from her to modesty's cheek 

Wilfully to call the reproving blush ; 
And if too loose and broad she seem to speak, 

Remember if upon the sweep you rash, 
Who into your house is trying to break, 
After the encounter you will need a brush, 
And soap and water to cleanse you from defiling soot. 
" Kick him," you say, " Kick him, you'll only dirt 
your boot." 

LXII. 

Good sir, some men for kicking do not care, 

They 're so used to it ; and your chimney sweep 
Thinks to touch his black armour you'll not dare ; 
Kick, if you like, he holds your kicks as cheap 
As your most savage threats — ^both as light as air. 
So kick and scold till your tired wrath shall sleep. 
Meanwhile, into your house the thief breaks, and safely 

steals, 
Protected by the disgust the nice gentleman feels. 



\a 




